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Fanatical for you 


Author's Notes: 


To fulfill the requester's wish, this is gen. But | felt like | wanted to explore both reality and a more 


metaphysical motivation in this prompt, mostly from Ann's perspective. 


Damn the gossips and the cynics and the critics..it wasn't just about the money. 


Sure, the money was nice, and necessary, and the economic realities of the past two years had taught them 
that on some level it would always be about the money. But some relationships, no matter what, were 
sacrosanct. So many people had told them over the years that it might not be the best of ideas to work 
together, it would destroy their relationship faster than anything when the world was watching, but they had 


grown up together in the service of and love for music. 


Why would / play music with anyone else? Ann had thought as a response to such concerned inquiries. And she 
had, she knew what it was like, why it was lacking. Their blood harmony wasn't just based in their shared 


physiology, it was soul-deep. When they played and sang together their souls spoke to each other, it was 
inherently right. 


She didn't want to think about all that had gone wrong, only finding their way back to that which was right. 
And that began with the music. 


Theirs was a delicate and cautious detente. But it started with a recognition of the foundation 


This could only ever be me and you. So can we start over again? 


She didn't want to think about all that had gone wrong, but it was tough. But they believed in the same things 
underneath it all. Each the other's biggest fan 


Nance would always think Ann was the smartest person in the room. And Ann would always think Nance was 
the most empathetic. You need that in your life, someone who always thinks the best of you even when life is 


determined to illustrate, time and again, those frailties of human nature. 


She had progressed in her way as ever..a road dog with no thought of home. And she had a home, certainly - 


a new home in a place still foreign to her reckoning, but it wasn't Home. 


On the day they had apologized and agreed and analyzed and strategized.she knew she had finally returned to 


where she was meant to be. Home was in that voice and that face and those eyes. 


There was no question they were ready, each had never stopped working. No one had to be dragged from 


isolation or seclusion. 


Nancy had wanted to cry the first time they sat down, just the two of them, to play "The Battle of 
Evermore" again - trying to remember if they had done so since their Lovemonger days. It was their own 
declaration that whatever the world might say, they knew who they were, what they were meant for. Their 
bond was never so perfectly rendered, not even in their own songs, as it was when their voices blended upon 


the air in this mystical composition. 
They didn't speak at first when the final notes died away, only looked into each other's eyes. They waited for 


the truth - and it was there when she smiled, and then Ann smiled too. It was too profound a moment to ruin 


with words. 


The chasm bridged with sound..and all it contained. 


That fluttery silver shiver, it passed through all of them, as the expectant emotion of the crowd increased 
each hour, then by each minute in the last hour. A palpable weight which everyone dealt with differently. 
Nancy kept them all humming and breaking into small snatches of song as she strummed an acoustic, passing 
between the various rooms backstage. But it wasn’t the crowd, or what they desired, which made the sisters 
feel tingly and giddy. It was what they wanted, what they would once again bring to life. It was the only real 


reason to go on. 


Through it all: the struggles, the sexism, the fights, the negotiations and recriminations, heartbreak and 
betrayal.they had endured. Because of trust and belief and because of love. 


Although plenty had paid tribute and many had denigrated their efforts, no one could do what they did. 


And there was an entire venue full of people waiting to experience it one more time. They had always been 
able to find their audience. And now they'd found each other again as well 


"You know, we're all we have left. You and me and Lynn. And | don't want to lose that" 


She had to come to terms with how lost she was. To admit it and succumb to it, but only in recognition 


rather than anger or fear. 


They began with the paean to their divine purpose.. 


Step into the light, you're on 
You hook into the night: 
That look from eye-to-eye, a flash gets passed around 


Youre a band of wild angels, rockin' Heaven down 


„and they certainly had the right to romanticize themselves, they were meant to be figures of glamour and 
desire. But this was also their invitation to join the revel. Here we are, because you wanted us. Here we are, 
because this is where were meant to be. 


Ann was last to walk onstage and there she was waiting, glowing in the spotlight. Her angel, her sister, her 
soulmate. Forever and always her Bright Light Girl. 


They smiled at each other, anything else beyond words now. Only the music remained and it was everything 


they were..to everyone, and to each other. 


